EXTREMES MEET

X.Y.W.Z. and picked out the one he wanted like an
intelligent love-bird.

" Do you realize, Henderson, that for all the real truth
these cards contain your boxes might as well be used for
baccarat ? I know far more about this girl now, and nearly
all this stuff about her is rot."

" I'm quite sure it is," said Henderson in that high
voice of his which, whatever his industry, seemed to come
from an Alpine summit so remote from all this garbage.
" I'm quite sure everything I've been writing down here
since we started is rot."

" You're looking damned ill, old chap," said Waterlow
gently.

Henderson gabbled an unintelligible answer.

" Look here," said Waterlow on an impulse to give his
chronicler a brief pleasure, " is there any island you'd like
to visit particularly? "

Like stars seen clearly for a moment in a rent of fog
the scholar's lacklustre eyes sparkled through the darkness
of ill-health and fatigue that ringed them.

" I'd like most awfully to go to Delos," he chortled.

*' Weil, we heard of a submarine sighted off Myconos
last month, I'll ask to have you dropped there from a
trawler."

" Golly! " ejaculated the scholar. " How scrumptious!
I'll live with the shepherd."

" You shall have a fortnight," said Waterlow.

"And what about the card-index and the files?"
Henderson queried, with a ridiculous grimace of ex-
aggerated doubt.

" Blast the card-index and blast the files," Waterlow
retorted.
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